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intoxicated. His face was shining with a divine
light, and expressed the great bliss he was enjoy-
ing. Then he entered the home of a devotee,
and when seated began to sing in a sweet voice
and with intense feeling the glory of the Mother
Kali.

And later, at Dakshineswar, the Master had
taught the Swami to surrender himself to God,
rather than count on his own strength. The
Swami told us of the Master's great love, and of
his childlike simplicity.

" And once," he said in a hushed voice, "our
Lord told us that he had other disciples, who
spoke a different language, who had different
customs, somewhere, far away in the West.
"These also will worship me,' the Master had
said, 'these also are Mother's children.' You are
these disciples," the Swami said, very solemnly,
"Mother has revealed it to me."

There was dead silence.  We could hardly
believe it; we were stirred to the depth of our
hearts.

At last one of the students broke the silence.
"Swami," she confessed timidly, "I can't
believe that I am worthy of such a blessing."

The Swami visibly moved. First he did not
reply. Then with marked excitement he ques-
tioned, "Who is worthy? Does God weigh our
worthiness ? ' The first shall be the last, and the
last shall be the first.' I tell you, good or bad,
you are Mother's child." This student, shortly